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XV
A CONVERTED WORLDLING (Ibid., 157.)
A WORLDLING- I who gave my mind to dress, A thrall to pride and wanton wickedness, Until I listened to the Sage, And let his gracious words assuage My craving thirst for sensuous happiness.
XVI
NOBLESSE OBLIGE (Ibid., 173.)
As when a blood horse falls "beneath the shafts And, stung with shame, doth struggle to arise, So think of me, a nobly-gendered son Whom the great Teacher's insight maketh wise.
XVII
A HERO OF THE SOLITARY WAY (Ibid., 95.)
BLIND and alone my way I wend, The desert sands before, behind: Shunning the haunts of evil men, Here let me die, alone and blind ! C 2